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group and to the prisoner as well, plans were worked
out One at a time, in the doctor's bag, articles of
clothing were brought for Pilsudski and hidden in the
laboratory—underwear, a suit, shirt, a folding opera hat,
because that took up less room; they had to be smart
clothes so that the guards would think him an important
visitor. Meanwhile rumor said a spy had arrived at
St. Nicholas.
At last a second appointment came for Mazurkiewicz
—as doctor. That meant he would be given night work.
The date was fixed for the first of May (in the Russian
calendar), because that was his first night duty and
because it was a holiday and some of the hospital serv-
ants would be gone.
He had learned that sometimes a doctor could have
a patient brought to his room for examination. About
eight o'clock on the evening of May first he made his
rounds, chatted a moment with Andrew, the attendant,
and motioning to Pilsudski's room, said, "That's a very
curious case. I want to examine him again. Bring him
down to me in half an hour."
Waiting in his room, Mazurkiewicz began to doubt
the whole procedure. He thought of his Lodz plans—of
possible danger to himself—of his mother. Wiktor was
weak. Perhaps this last twenty-four hours had been too
much for him and he was already insane. If he should
burn these clothes and later say to his P. P. S. friends
that escape was useless, since Pilsudski could never do
any more work for the party, who would be the wiser?
Madness was only a day off, or two, or three.
He thought of the long corridor they must pass
through, of the servants in the courtyard, the porter at
the gate, the drive in the carriage that was to be waiting
for them, the train trip to Riga—so many chances for
some slip-up, could they possibly do it and win through?
But if he stayed there quietly and did nothing at all,

